FIRST OVER EVEREST
there loomed on the horizon to the eastward a thin line of dark
green, which soon took shape and brought us back, as we felt,
from nothingness into an uninhabited world. We flew closer,
and slowly, very slowly—because even at 120 miles an hour
nothing seems to happen very fast in the air—this shape took
upon itself the form of a big city, which was Hyderabad. It lies
on the bank of the Indus and is perhaps unique among cities in
India insomuch that every one of its many thousands of white
cubical flat-roofed houses was adorned with a curious structure
which is called in Persian a 'bad-gir' or wind-catcher. This
performs a precisely similar function to the bell-mouthed
ventilator which must be so dear to the sea-faring mind because
every ship seems to have them sprouting out at every possible
corner. The *bad-gir/ however, is made apparently of thin slabs
of stone and therefore, for constructional reasons, no doubt, is
prism-shaped and not rounded. It differs, too, from its maritime
cousin insomuch that it is not rotatable. It would indeed be
difficult, one can see, for a stonemason or bricklayer to construct
a rotating ventilator in the materials to which he is accustomed.
Fortunately, however, in Hyderabad he is not called upon to do
so and toun-de-force of this sort are obviated by the convenient
fact that the wind blows always from precisely the same quarter.
It surges, no doubt, down the stone ventilators and freshens up
the inhabitants, and anyone who has experience of the lower
Indus valley in summer will no doubt appreciate the blessing of
even the smallest puff of wind.
"Hyderabad was a very beautiful sight as we saw it in the
bright light of an Indian March with these thousands of cream-
coloured houses, their right angles throwing myriad shadows
and sharp outlines and dl bowered by the dark green of the
trees. Along one side of this oasis there ran the broad blue Indus
and as the pilots crossed this they throttled down their engines
and glided on to a good but dusty landing-ground not far from
the little rocky ridge which was covered by an ancient fort. As
we landed we were greeted by the presence of a whole brigade
of mechanised artillery whose officers let their men break off to

